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You know...

What?

...I’m sure there was something 
I was meaning to do...

Hair cut?

No, you twat.  Something else.  
Other than this.

Other than what?

This. Something other than this.

You’re fucked.

I think I might well be.  With my 
life, I mean, something other 

than this with my life.

Ah.

I had to do all this stuff, Monger, all this 
really fucking great stuff. I had to do so 
much and make so much and really touch 

people with all this shit that I did, you 
know? I was meaning to do that.

What happened?

 Nothing, I don’t think. I tried. I 
did stuff. I do stuff, but not how I 

was really meant to. 

I seem to have forgotten what all 
that cool shit actually was, that 

I’m meant to be doing, you know?

...



You’re not 
dead, Dave.  Do it 

tomorrow.

But what?  
Do what?

Take over 
the world, or 

whatever.

I’m not sure that 
I can anymore.

Yeah.  World’s 
pretty big.

And we’re 
stuck up 

here.
Are we?  You 

want to go down 
there?

I think so.  
Eventually.

Soon.





Hey, 
you’ve got one 
of my books, 
haven’t you?

Excuse me,

...have you got a 
light please?

Sorry? Oh, yeah 
sure…

Oh, it’s you, hi! 

What books? 
Here…

Ta.  Greek Mythology? 
I’ve got a set - “Sacred 

Narratives”?

 I thought you’d 
borrowed one at 

college…



No, not me.
You were in my 
English Lit class 
though, yeah?

Oh right.  
No, I must’ve lost 

it then.Yeah, but…

Nevermind. 

Are you into your Classics 
then?  I used to quite enjoy 

all that stuff…

Well, some of it.  
Look, I have to go.  

Thanks for the 
light.

Keep it.



Mmm?

It’s a lucky 
charm, keep 

it.

Right...

Thanks.

Haven’t seen her 
since college.  Do you 

remember her?

Mmm.  
Think so.

Pretty.

Mmm.

Come on.  I knew something 
good would happen tonight.  

This place isn’t so bad 
after all, ay?



SEAM   NSTER

“Fiction is like a spider’s web, 

attached ever so lightly perhaps, 

but still attached to life at all four corners.”

- Virginia Woolf





CLICK!

Hey!

She left 
her purse.







Right, Monger, can you 
just keep an eye out for 
that girl from last week? Monger?

“Dryers eliminate 
paper towel waste.”

Y’what?

“They are hygienic 
and help protect the 

environment.”

Fuck off.

Monger?



Hello again!

Sorry, hi, I didn’t 
recognise you.  

New look?
Top Shop.

No, I meant 
is that a -

Yeah, I know what you 
meant.  I just fancied a 

change, I get bored easily.

Don’t suppose you’ve 
seen Monger around?

The big guy that I 
was with last week?

Who?

Hmm, no, sorry.

Nevermind.

Still got my 
lighter…

What?

Oh right!  Haha!  Has it, uh, 
has it brought you any luck?

Not so far, I don’t think.  
Actually the opposite!

I lost my purse!

Oh.

So, I’m still waiting, 
you know?

Well.
Don’t give up hope.

Mm?



Did you tell 
her you found 

it?

What? No, I forgot. Well, I 
didn’t really get the chance. 
I’ll just bring it out with me 

next week.





When I got home there was a little bird in my room.

Its tiny head had blood on it, and it 
was flying from one window to the 
other, hurling itself against the 
glass over and over. 

Both windows were shut. 

I watched it for a while. It looked like a robin, 
except it didn’t have a red breast. Just the 
red flecks on its head. 

I opened the window, and it flew straight out,

up

and landed on top of next doors chimney. 
It stayed there, and looked back at me until 
I felt uncomfortable and drew the blind.

I still don’t understand how it got there in the first place.





Hi!

Hello.

Is your friend with 
you tonight?

Which friend? 
What, Carmen?

That’s it! I can never 
remember her name.

‘Prudence’.

Yeah, that 
was it!

Is she here? 
I’ve got-

No. This isn’t really her thing, 
anymore. She’s more than 

likely at ‘Murdochs’, maybe?

Oh. Then maybe you 
could give her -

Actually, I think she’s 
working tonight…

Really?

Where does 
she work?

She was in my English class at 
college, and on the first day 
she lied about her name, so 

I went around for ages 
calling her ‘Prescilla’ 

or something
...



Hey, alright?

Oh, hi, 
alright?





Evening lass!  Listen, 
I need to know 

something. It’s this: do you 
sell whiskey?

And what’s 
that, sir?

We do.

Good girl!

Shit.

Davey!

Come on, buy your old 
man a drink!

No Dad.

Come on!

I said no.

Da-ve!

Here you go, Dave’s 
Dad, on the house.

Jesus.



Hmnbn-

BLEEUUGH!
Oh, shit, Dad!

Jesus Christ.  
Come on.



Um, sorry 
about that…

You all hate me.  
Your brother and 

sister and you.

That’s fine.  
So be it.  I don’t care.

I deserve it.  I do.  
It’s good that you hate me.  

I never meant to be here now, 
not like this.  It took me by 

surprise, you know?

 I just thought 
it would pass…

Dad…
Shut up, Dave.

 I can get home fine 
by myself.  Just 

shut up.

sigh





It weren’t 
the kids.

You reckon it was, right, but it 
weren’t.  It weren’t your Mum, neither, 
but it was them.  Kids are never real, 

see.  The real kids are tumours.

Love leaves tumours.  That’s you ‘an all.  
That’ll happen to you ‘an all.

The same.

What?

Give us a quid!  
I’ve lost me 

bus fare.
Ha ha!



The ghosts hypnotise. 

(Birds really. Gulls.)

About 4am, almost without 
fail, the ghosts dance.

(My roof is untouched by the 
streetlights, but the gulls are 
lit from below by the glow of the 
town, shining against the sky.)

A secret ritual, my 
own private haunting.

AAAAH!

FUCK!

Dave?

Who the fuck 
are you?

What?  Oh, 
right, sorry…



It’s me!

Monger?!

What are you 
doing up here 
then, Dave?

What am…what am 
I doing up here?

What the fuck 
are you doing 

up here?

Training!

You scared the shit 
out of me, man!  

 Uh - Monger, training 
for what, exactly?

I dunno, I thought I might have 
a go at being like Batman or 

something.  Fight crime…
you know… 

Not like Michael Keaton, 
I don’t mean, but…

anyway it’s 
exercise isn’t it?



You’re so 
weird.

Yeah.
You actually 

made that outfit, 
didn’t you?

Yeah, 
what?

Just - please don’t creep up on 
me like that.  This is my roof…

Hey, I always 
come up here.

You always dress up and 
run about on my roof?

Well, no -

I  usually 
just climb up 

here...

...to watch 
the ghosts.

Oh.

See the birds?  
They look like -

Yeah.

I know.



*



You give her 
purse back?

Not yet.

That’s not it there...

Why?  What?

You’ve been putting 
stuff in it!

‘Course I 
fucking haven’t!

It just... it looks 
bigger, I suppose.

You haven’t even 
looked in it?

Well, no.
It’s private, 

isn’t it?



Bullshit.

What if it’s 
got something 

important 
in it?

I think it has.

Do you ever wonder if we’ve met 
everyone in this town that’s 

worth meeting already?

And all that’s left to do is rehash 
and re-use each relationship until 

there’s nothing left except this sort 
of rudimentary social flowchart?

Yeah.  I sometimes think 
Ive fucked everyone 

here worth fucking, and 
there’s no-one fuckable 

left to fuck...
What?



You know 
sometimes...

What?

Sometimes 
if you say a word 
over and over...

And it starts 
to sound weird?

No, but 
sometimes I 

mean if you keep 
saying it...

It doesn’t mean 
anything anymore.  

Just the sound.

Like ‘nostril’.

Nos-tril, 
nos-tril...

Shut up, 
Monger. Fuck you, 

Dave.

sigh







Thought you were 
going to bring that 

bird’s purse?

Nah, not 
tonight.

I don’t want to go to 
Murdoch’s anyway.

It’s not us man.  I 
miss the Olympia.

I don’t know, Dave, 
we were in danger 

of becoming 
furniture there...

“Fixtures”

Well fixtures 
is furniture.

‘Spread our wings’ 
you said, Dave.

Yeh, but.

But what?

Come, on 
Monger.

There’s a 
band on.





Hi. Hello there!  Didn’t 
think I’d see you in 

here again...

“What’s a nice girl like me 
doing in a place like this?”  
I don’t know.  I guess I ran 
out of other places to go?

Well. 

So do I.

Do you... can I get 
you a drink?

Not bad on your 
feet, I couldn’t help 

noticing, there.  
Haha.

Shit, she saw 
me dance.

She did.  And yeah.  
Okay, yeah, I reckon 

you can get me a 
drink, thanks.

I just always
end up coming 

back here.









Your eyes 
looks so sad. Do they?

Yeah. Well, they aren’t.

They really 
aren’t.

Not sad then, lost.

They look 
lost.

Lost...
Yeah.  They’re 

beautiful.

Heh heh.

Yeah?
Yeah.



Walking in the 
woods.

Off the path, 
into the dark...

Crawling through animal-sized 
tunnels in the undergrowth.

A silent, secret 
clearing.

Then we heard a Banshee. 
(We knew it was a Banshee because 

we had only recently read about them 
in my ‘Dictionary of Monsters and 

Mysterious Beasts’)

Naturally we 
fled.

But the wrong way.  Someone 
had put a huge iron gate across the 

path.  It was probably erected to stop 
kids like us getting into the woods

in the first place.

But it was a blood red
iron gate, and the Banshee was 

behind us, and that was that.  
The bars were about three 

times my height.

We squeezed
through, of course, but I
lost all the buttons on my 
parker.  My mother didn’t 
realise how lucky she was 

to have me back.







Giggle





Damn, I’m sure I had 
an energy bar left...

You what?

Oh, I just thought I had
an energy bar in the fridge.  
It’s like a breakfast in a bar, 
you know?  Like all vitamins 

and stuff?

Oh yeah, sorry, 
I had that.

You ate it?

Yeah.  They’re 
alright aren’t they, 

for health food?

Well yeah, I like them.  
I like to have one for my 

breakfast, actually.

They set me up 
for the day.  I’m a 

growing girl.

Sorry.  Have a 
coffee instead.



Whenever it was that this built-in wardrobe 
was first built-in, whoever it was that built it 
in didn’t get around to fitting a back-board 
into the little cupboard space at the top. 

I never use that space, but 
sometimes I look inside. 

The wallpaper from some other time is still in there, 
faded peeling art nouveau swirls.  And it always feels 
to me like that makes the cupboard into a couple of 
cubic feet of some other time, a tiny pocket of the 
past, feeble, hidden and precarious.

Secret. 

And whenever I think about that cupboard, it feels like 
all the stuff that I’ve placed around the room, all of my 
stuff from now, and every breath and movement that I 
make in the present, are all contributing to a continually 
building pressure against the cupboard from outside - 
the tangible weight of my here and now, threatening to 
crush that final chunk of some other time forever. 

I hate that feeling. 

So I never put anything in that 
cupboard.  It’s my way of giving 
history a chance. 

But fuck it, it is just the right size… 



Close your 
eyes!

What? Close 
them.

Okay, what?

Right.

For you...

Oh, 
thanks.

Daffodils!  Remember 
when we - Yeah,

they’re lovely, 
thanks.

Okay. 

No 
problem.



Yeah, 
brilliant.

It’s all 
going really 

well.

Cool.

Yeah...



If I could

just

scream



Well...

How about that...



Dave?

Uh... Daddy?

Stay there!

No, come on, 
stay in there!

You shouldn’t 
even be able 

to talk.
Aren’t I a fast 

learner?

I’m a good 
boy, Dave.



If I could do it loud enough...



Fuck!
Have you been at 
my energy bars 

again?

Uh?  Oh, yeah, sorry.  
I had one last night.

And was it the 
last one?

Aren’t there 
any left?

No.

There 
aren’t.

Sorry. Doesn’t matter.

Just - can you just ask 
next time, so I can check 

that there’s enough?





All the bad things would leave with it.

With the sound.



Waiting for 
the bus?

No.

Me either.
I’ll walk with you.  
Where d’you live?

Miles away.

Me too.
We’ll probably get 
there before the 

bus though.

Goin’ up 
that way?

No.  No, I’m going 
down the lane.

It’s quicker 
for me.

And me.  Don’t like 
walking that way on me 

own though.

Why’s that?

You could get 
attacked.  Someone 

could be hiding in
the bushes.

I suppose.



Excuse 
me, sir?

Hmm?

Could you lend a 
hand?  I just want to 
get - there’s a bird 

in this hedge...

...I think it’s stuck.

Sorry mate, 
I’m in a bit of a 

hurry.

Come on...

a little bird

I’ll catch 
you up.



Are you 
awake?

Mmm?

I had a 
dream.

Mmm?

I was locked in the back of a car.  On the back 
seat.  But the floor of the car was covered in 

insects, so I couldn’t put my feet down.

They were huge, 
all climbing over 

one another.

Are you 
okay?

Yeah, it wasn’t really a 
nightmare, just...

When I was young I used to 
love bugs.  I used to play with 
them, and pick them up, and 
let them crawl all over me?

Now they just make me 
feel sick.  Now I don’t 

like them.

Why do we get so 
complicated?





Raucous banter leaking from a pub on passing brings home the emptiness 
of the winter streets - like walking in between things, backstage.



Whoah!  
What the...?

Seagulls.

What are they...?  
Is that a pigeon?

What are 
they doing?

Killing it.

That’s really 
horrible.

Yeah.

We should’ve
done something...

“It’s Nature’s way.”



Oh, you 
whiny little 

twat.

S-sorry?

Well! What?

Don’t you 
think it’s a bit 

stupid?

The 
story.

What story?

You know 
the story.

...i don’t know 
the story...

Just... ...scream...





What’s 
wrong with 

you? Your 
stomach.

Are you sick?

Well, you 
look like 

shit.

Are you 
sure you’re 

not ill?

You know in 
your stomach.

No, I’m 
tired.

I’ve been 
building.

You make me tired.
You make me build.



You need...

...some medicine 
or something.

You’re so pale.

You are sick...

Are you dying?

Shut up.

You’ll be 
dead soon 
anyway.

No. 

They’re 
mine.

Are you happy 
with it?

Is it high 
enough?

Did I make 
you proud, 

Daddy?

Can I have 
one of those?



What?

Nothing.



What’s the 
matter?

Why have you 
eaten my energy 

bars again?

Energy bars?  
Really?  That’s what 
you’re upset about?

No, it’s just - I did ask you 
not to eat them, 

they’re mine,
and I need 

to have one for 
breakfast, and you 
keep eating them.

sigh



It’s just an 
energy bar...

Yes, it is.

But it’s 
mine.

Just...don’t 
eat them, 

okay?

Christ!





You 
any good at 
crosswords?

Not 
really, 

no.

sigh

D’you know how to spell 
“par-then-o-genesis”?

No.

No worries

I remembered it.



Hey, look at 
this...

Huh!
That’s beautiful.  

Are you an artist?

What do you know?  D’you 
know if chaos and nature 

are the same thing?

What?  I don’t 
follow you.  Is 
this still the 
crossword?

What’s your 
point, exactly?

And all the lost girls whose 
names you don’t know. 

 Life is power, but power 
ain’t life.  

It’s life that scares you, 
and we all know where 

that comes from.

Right, okay, what 
about: Is structure 

masculine?

Are you masculine, 
Dave?

* giggle *

No, I mean why’s 
it beautiful?

It just...because... 
I’m sure I recognise 
it from somewhere.  

I don’t know.

Just 
curious.

Why?

Look...how do you 
know my...

And disorder scares 
you, Dave?  And biology 
frightens you without 

you even knowing, 
yeah?  

It’s you that 
scares me, you 
fucking nutter.



Hieros gamos?  
Hahaha!

What?  Look, 
what do you want, 

exactly?

Nothing.  I’ve lost 
me bus fare again.  

Just a couple of 
quid.

No, sorry.

Fine. Fine.



I have this
really weird dream,

I’ve had it since I was
a kid, you know? 

Recurring.

Then I saw this film... or it 
was in a book or something? 

And this guy described 
having almost the exact 

same dream.

That’s so... depressing,  
I think.  That other people 

could have the same 
dream as me.

That naked 
boxing one?

No, Monger.
I’ve never had 

a naked boxing 
dream.

Well I haven’t. No.  Okay.

I know dream 
stories are 

boring as piss, 
but this is just...

It’s more about feelings 
than actual things - 

there’s no people in it, 
not even me.

Go on 
then, what’s 

it about? Well...
pins.

“Pins”?



Tiny dancing 
silver pins.

A spiteful 
chorus line.

One pin.  The delicate scratching 
sound of each movement.  One line 

of pins, in unison.

Scritch scratch.  No music, just the 
dance and the shuffle.  Five lines 
and the scratch is a shuffle.  Ten 
lines, synchronised, underneath 

the shuffle another noise. High pitched.

A thousand pins.

Fifty lines.  The resonance, the fine 
high-pitched resonance of each pin, 

the shuffle is louder, more like static, 
but the pins begin to ring.

A hundred lines, I see them 
all, two hundred, the noise is 

beginning to hurt.

Then a heart stopping 
lurch into nothingness.

No pins.  No sound.

Much more than that, scratching, ringing, 
dancing, glinting, sharp.  In unison.  Too many, 

too fine, too high pitched.  So, so many, it 
smothers.  A pin now for every man, woman and 
child.  Then more than that, and straight away 
more again.  My eardrums are about to burst.

The colour purple begins to fill the void, a 
bloated huge purple, dark and dense, too big 
to see it all at once.  A low, bass sound.  The 

purple is the biggest thing there is.  
It makes my stomach feel weightless, falling.

It spreads.  The bass deepens.

There are no 
more pins.

Not ever.

Then the thing.



So - wait, a massive 
swollen purple 

thing?  Interesting, 
I wonder what - 

Did you know 
dreams can have 
hidden meanings, 

Dave?

Fuck off, 
Monger. 

Seriously.  You’re 
a twat, grow up.  I 
was being serious.  

You’re such a -

Okay, okay!  
So what is the 
purple thing? 
A dinosaur?

Well no….a dinosaur?  No, 
it’s not a fucking dinosaur, 
Monger, it’s like, it’s like it’s 

the biggest thing, too 
big, the worst, most 

terrifying... 

Right.  Just wondered, 
cos I used to have a 

dream about a dinosaur.  
I think I was in a boat 
with mum and dad...

...and the sea all around was 
quite calm, and my view was 
like from above, quite high 

so I could see myself, down in 
this little boat.

And always I could make 
out this dinosaur, under the 

water, really big like.

Nice. Are we just 
moving straight on to 

your dream then?

Quite far down, so you 
couldn’t make it out properly, 
but the shape was there, like 

a shadow, a big dark patch 
under the water, under the 

boat.

I could see it but the me 
in the boat couldn’t, and 
it really scared me, made 

me feel sick. 

What if it’s 
boring as 

piss?



When I got older -
‘cause you can interpret 

dreams, you know?  There’s 
books, you could look up 

that purple thing... 

Anyway, I figured the 
dinosaur was kind of the 

reality, the truth, and the 
boat was the thing that 
we’d made to shield us 

from the truth.

The ”thing-that-we’d-
made-to-shield-us-
from-the-truth”?

Spare me 
your complex 
intellectual 

jargon...

Oh yes. The monster is 
always there, beneath the 
surface.  But it’s too scary 
to think about, so we forget 

about it, and don’t look 
down, yeah?

So the things we won’t 
face up to become these 
huge dark shapes lurking 

just below everything else, 
waiting.

See, I was a 
very serious 

teenager.

Anyway, I just wondered if 
yours was that as well 
- a dinosaur dream. 

No cocks in 
mine though… 

But it turns 
out we can’t 

forget all 
about it...









Right, I’ve come 
to persuade you to 

give up.

The book, Dave. 
Come on.

And where have 
you hidden it? 

‘fess up...

There’s no structure, 
Dave, no stories.

Face it. Zeus and Metis 
were just -

Look, I don’t know 
anything about Zeus 

and Metis, okay?

What book?

I never... I’ve 
never read it.

H-how does 
it go?

...the way you
conjure up narrative, 

the way you’re seeing your 
life as a story, fitting it into 

one - it’s a way of 
not dealing with 

reality.

It’s 
cowardly and

it’s dangerous.

You’re 
getting confused. 

Real life isn’t a 
story.

Look. You... 

Aaah?





Well, it is. 
Everyone sees 
their life as a 

story - a movie
in your head, 

right?

Kids do it. 
It’s natural.

And how old 
are you?

Even if 
no-one’s 

around, you’re 
aware of your 
performance.

I suppose 
before film it 

would have been 
books. 

Before that, 
I don’t know... 
fireside tales? 

Songs?

Most people don’t 
cross the line that 

you have.

I mean, we’re 
conditioned 
to imagine an 

audience.

“The ballad of 
Dave”...

You look like 
someone.

I’m fucking 
Prudence, Dave, 

aren’t I?

Yes, craving observation, 
each the architect of 

our own prison, 
etcetera, blah.





Do you remember the 
story?  She escaped his 
advances by changing 

herself, disguising herself 
with different forms, 
turning into a fish...

Yeah.... you - Carmen wasn’t 
turning herself into a fish, 
really, was she?  She went 
from being into one kind 
of music to being into a 

different kind.  

She changed, she 
changed.  There’s change.  

But you did pursue her.  
He pursued her.  

Relentlessly.

Fucks sake, I’m not a god 
though, either, am I?

Ha!  Definitely not!  You’re 
a funny-haired man-child 

who’s self centred enough 
to think the universe 
revolves around him - 

Of course, being a god, he 
was used to getting what 

he wanted.

Excuse me?  Come on, 
that’s weak...

Alright, steady...

Yes.  Yes, it’s pathetic, if 
you don’t mind me saying.  

Pretentious.  Arrogant.  A 
constructed context for 

your lack of purpose.

But come - you’re 
covering for yourself.  

Double bluffing.  

Yes, it’s all very tenuous, 
isn’t it?  That’s kind of my 
point.  You can’t see the 

link you made because 
you’ve switched scales. 

That’s hardly, you know, 
allegorically sound...

- see where I’m going 
with that?

The story is still true.

You’re hiding in a 
different resolution, 

that’s all.





And I didn’t pursue 
her relentlessly.  I 
didn’t really pursue 
her much at all...

Are you going to 
interrupt all the way 
through the story?

I’m not - it’s just - well, it’s 
not the same story!

No matter how many 
similarities there are, 
there’s just as many 

contradictions!

You don’t need to tell 
me that!  But, y’know, 

a moment ago you 
denied even knowing 

the story...

We’ve got to let it go.  
We can’t achieve the happy 

ending when there is no 
ending.

You can’t 
solve these 

things by 
force.

Just be here -

- be with me 
now...



clumsy is it clumsy

doesn’t it fit together 
shouldn’t it all pull itself

t o g e t h e r 

and deliver the
p u n c h l i n e

N OW

clumsy

NOW NOW NOW NOW 
NOW NOW NOW NOW 
NOW NOW NOW NOW 
NOW NOW NOW ....



NOW NOW

NOW NOW

NOW NOW





Where 
am I?

 T his is the end.  
You’ve been here 
before.  Don’t you 

remember?

But it’s different.  
You’re different.

I’ve finished.  I’m 
all grown up.

“I hate you, 
Daddy.”

Then you’re 
leaving too?

Dave.

Of course 
not...

...I’ll... ...be... ...riiight...

...here.



Fuck off.



Just fuck off...











I couldn’t scream, in the end.

I didn’t have the lungs for it.

Or the courage.

Or something.

So now what’s left? A couple of things. Pain: My head 
hurts

Doubt: Maybe I 
knew the story

Maybe I know the story...

...







Outside.

Sporadic stereoslide 
of traffic.

Build/peak/decay.

Passing on by.

And leaves 
make sounds. sad white noise, 

aching in the wind.

Scratching like 
pins.

passing

Hiss. Rumble.  
Distant



The world.

Every little thing

overwhelms.

The world around us.



Are you coming 
out today?

No.  Not today, 
Monger.

You can’t 
still have a 
migraine...

Well, I have.

It’s probably because you haven’t 
had any fresh air for weeks.

I don’t know, 
I keep...

What?

Well, I keep 
coughing up this 

black bile.

It’s scary...



“...it’s scary...”



Nice out this 
evening...

So, what do you 
want to do? What?

Your choice.
What do you 
want to do?

I don’t know!  This 
was your idea, you 

think of something.  
I don’t want to do 

anything.

Right.  How’s 
your head 

now?

Yeah, 
fucking hurts, 

thanks.



Timeless cacophony of 
truths and lies,

carelessly 
blurted,

potential 
regrets.

Drinking.

Dousing your 
brain

killing it making it 
stop

Cursing its 
reliability

to start again in 
the morning.

Cheers 
Monger...



Did she have 
blue eyes?

Taste in my 
mouth...

Ha ha.

The taste of things falling 
apart.  Tastes like apples.

The weight of words, 
an extra gravity.

Her name is a word.
One word.

Crossing out words 
in my phone book.

And I change my mind, 
rewrite (reword) 

her name.

But the number is lost, 
scuttled in scribbles.

Beneath the 
surface.



I never got 
to look in the 

case.
What case?

You what?
Well, I didn’t get 

to look in it. And I didn’t get 
to give it back.

Well...

I know.  I know.
But I forgot.

I just forgot 
about it.

Purse, I mean.  
Her purse.



Oh mate... I’m... 
it’s just... 



There’s this old lady, she’s in her coffin.

Carried through sunshine, laid in her coffin.

A transparent coffin, plastic.



Her hand’s twitching as she goes.

The crowd are all smiles.

Pale, bony knuckles rap spasmodic on the coffin walls.

Premold.  The coffin is a premold.  Thick, clear plastic, premolded.

THUNK

THUNK

THUNK

THUNK



Hey.

Hey, 
wake up.

Hmm?

You’re not 
allowed to pass 

out here.



I’m not? Nope.  They get 
funny about it.

Bastards.  
I’m a paying 
customer...

I don’t make the 
rules.  Apparently 

she does. Who does?

The waitress.

Don’t get me kicked 
out before I’ve 

finished my cake.



Oh... What?



Dave, 
what?



Sorry, I 
thought...

I thought it was a 
goddess... 

Right.  Riiight.

Huh.  Well, okay.

I suppose she has 
a nice ass.



I see. I can still 
see it.

As the 
crow flies.

From then 
to now.

Clear as day.

I know it’s 
clear as day

I know the 
story...



Dave? You okay?







Cementery, 
slabid echoles



Let plethora

There it goes.









Sometimes



even grey,

the sky can be
so  bright...



THE END.



Thanks for reading...

If you’ve enjoyed seamonster, please consider one of the following ways to 

show your appreciation:

1) A link to www.seamonster-comic.co.uk on your blog, facebook, twitter etc. 

2) Share the file you are reading - the Creative Commons license allows you 

to freely distribute this file however you wish (as long as you don’t charge for 

it).  Remember there are different file formats available to suit any reader at 

www.seamonster-comic.co.uk

3) If you are feeling particularly flush, seamonster is available to buy in 

beautiful dead-tree format : a full colour, professionally bound edition 

available at www.lulu.com/nathancastle

4) A review!  What about a review?  Seamonster has a page on Amazon and 

a page on Lulu.com.  Writing a review on either would be great. 

 

5) Can’t be  bothered with any of that?  How about just emailing me at 

silus@silus.net to let me know what you thought?  HOW ABOUT THAT?

Nathan Castle


